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Creusa.

I have offended thee, I know, forgive me.

Medea.

O sweetest sound!   Who spoke the gentle words?
They often scold and deeply hurt my soul,
But no one ever asked how sore the wound.

Crensa teaches ICedea a song that Jason sang as a boy,
hoping that it will please him to hear it, but Medea,
though willing to learn, describes to Creusa his cold sel-
fishness:

For him and him alone the world was made,
And nothing lives except to prompt his deeds.
To own in thought what may elude his clutch,
He dares his fate and risks the fate of all.
If glory tempts, he kills without a pang,
And if a woman, why, he simply grasps.
Let break what will, he has what he desires;
Eight is his deed, for what he wills is right.

Creusa attempts to mediate between Jason and Medea,
but he rudely sends Medea away, and in telling Creusa the
story of his triumphs and disappointments, he feels his
early fondness for her reawaken.

Jason.

My fate is sealed.   Crushed am I, ne'er to rise.
Creusa.

I know a way by which thou mayest rise.
Jason.

I know there is, but canst thou show me how?

Show me that ne'er I left my parents' home,

That I remained in Corinth with you all,

That ne'er I saw the fleece, saw Colchis never,

Saw never her whom now I call my wife ?

Show me she sought again her cursed land,hus all now is blotted out?
